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Disclaimer: This story is a figment of my imagination. | don't have any claim to the Met guys. This is just 
something out of my head and no disrespect is intended. 


Note: I've been in a weird mood. This is the result. 
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First Kiss 

‘Its your turn" 

"Huh?" 

A sigh. "You didn't come over to shoot pool, did you?" 


Kirk, his gaze focused on the green felt of the table, didn't answer. 


"Kirk? Kirk!" 

"Yeah? Is it my turn?" Kirk looked up at James. 

"Uh-huh." 

Kirk nodded and bent forward slightly, readying his cue. 

"Wait a minute." James held up a hand. "What's up with you?" 
"Huh? There's nothing up with me. Why?" 

James gestured at the table. "Your mind's not on the game, man" 
Kirk righted his cue and leaned on it. "That obvious, huh?" 


James rolled his eyes. "You aren't good at hiding shit, Quirk So you wanna tell me the real reason you came 


over?" 

Kirk bit at his lower lip. "You talk to Uli lately?" 

"We talk all the time." 

"No, no. | mean--okay. When was the last time you hung out together?" 

James shrugged. "I don't know. We've been trying to get together, but something's come up every time." 
"Yeah, that's what | thought," Kirk muttered. 

"You mind explaining what you mean by that?" 

Kirk sighed and put the pool cue away in the rack. "I don't think | can. At least not yet." 

"What?" James thumped his pool cue on the floor. "Cut the shit and get to the point." 


"Patience. All | need is a little patience so that | can make him see." Kirk closed his eyes and took a few deep 


breaths. 
"Will you fucking cut that out?" James shook his shoulder. 


Kirk opened his eyes and stared at the man now standing next to him. "Just do me a favor. Okay? Think, man, 


when was the last time you saw Lars?" 


"Fucking games..." James glared at him. "Fuck. think the last time was..was when we all had dinner together." He 


leaned against the pool table with a satisfied grin on his face. 
"And when did we all have dinner together?" Kirk prompted. 
"At the end of the tour” 

"And that was?" 


James was silent for a minute. "Fuck No fucking way..two weeks ago? Are you trying to tell me | haven't seen 


Lars in two weeks? Shit, that isn’t fucking possible" He looked stunned 
Kirk took the pool cue from James and put it away. "There's a reason you know" 
"A--a reason? What do you mean?" 

Kirk laid a hand on his arm. "He doesn't want to see you” 


"No." James grabbed Kirk's hand and jerked it away. "No fucking way. You're fucking lying. Lars and | are--" he 
faltered. 


"| know what you and Lars are," Kirk said. "Let me rephrase. He doesn't want you to see him." 
"Okay, help me out here." James rubbed at his forehead. "Can you explain what the fuck you mean by that?" 


"Lars looks like shit." Kirk propped a hip against the pool table and reached out to touch James‘ shoulder. "He's 


having a hard time dealing with the divorce." 


"What? But--but | thought he was doing okay with it. Shit, Kirk, we've all known about the divorce for months. 


Don't you think one of us would have noticed before now if he wasn't handling it well?" 


Kirk just looked at him. "You don't get it. We've been on tour for months. He's been too busy to deal with it. As 
long as we were on the road he had other shit to occupy his time. We're home now and he no longer has that 


luxury. Besides, he's a master at redirection. We both know that." 


James walked away from Kirk and slumped into the cushions of his leather sofa. "Fuck, | didn't realize.why the 


fuck didn't | see it?" 
Kirk moved over to sit next to him. "That's what I'm trying to get at. He didn't want you To see" 


"That's what | don't understand" James dropped his head in his hands. "Why the fuck not? I'm his best friend. 
Why didn't he come to me?" 


"He doesn't want you to worry." Kirk laid a hand on James' knee. "You got your life back on track and you're 


happy. He doesn't want to bring you down with his shit" 

James looked over at him. "But Im not really happy" 

"| know" 

"You know? How--how--" 

Kirk smiled. "I may not say much, but | see. | see a lot more than you guys think’ 

"Im not surprised,” James said after a long moment. "I think Id better go to him: 

"Yeah, he needs his best friend" Kirk patted James‘ knee. "He needs the man who loves him“ 

James flashed Kirk a grin, ruffling the dark curls. "You're something else, Hamlet" 

Kirk shrugged. "Nah. Not really. | just care about both of you. Very much" 

"Thanks, man, for looking out for him.us" James stood up. "You'll be okay to see yourself out, right?" 


Kirk rolled his eyes, but he was smiling. "Don't worry. | think | can manage on my own. Now get the hell out of 


here. Go take care of Uli.” 

James tossed off a half-assed salute. "Yes, sir!" 

Kirk swatted at his ass and laughed. "Fucker." 
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"Shit, James. What are you doing here?” 

"can | come in?" 

"Uh, yeah. Sure." Lars opened the door wider and allowed James to walk passed him into the darkened hallway. 
"Mind if | turn on some lights?" James reached for the light switch. 

Lars grabbed his hand. "Um, we don't need ‘em. It's not that dark." 


Is pretty fucking dark in here." 


"Come on" Lars pulled on his hand. "It's not so bad in the living room. I've got the curtains open 


James followed him into the living room. "The sun's almost gone. It's almost as fucking dark in here as it was in 


the hallway. Fuck it. Im turning on some lights" 

"Nol | dont want you to--to.turn on any lights! 

"Why not, Lars?" James asked, squeezing the hand in his. "Why dont you want me to see you?" 

"Hts not that--" 

"The fuck it isn't. Damn it Fuck this. | have to see you. | need to see you" 

"James, dont--" 

Light flooded the living room and Lars blinked "Bastard. | was doing just fine without the fucking lights’ 


James crossed his arms and glared at the smaller man. "Well, you sure as fuck don't look fine. When was the 


last time you fucking shaved? Fucking slept?" 


Lars matched his stance. "It isn't any of your fucking business. And if you came here to yell at me, you can 
fucking leave." 


"Like hell | will" James grabbed his arm and dragged him to the sofa, shoving him down among the cushions. 
"And make no fucking mistake. You *are* my business. So you can just stop that shit right now. 


"Aw, so the Mighty Fucking Hetfield is back, huh? | thought he'd been exorcised along with the booze. When did 


you get your balls back, James?" 
"What the fuck are you talking about?" James towered over him, arms crossed. 


Lars looked up at him, green eyes snapping. "Pushing people around is what the Mighty Hetfield did best. After 
rehab he was locked in a box. | thought you had been fucking neutered” 


"That is not fucking true and you know it. I've been out of rehab for over three fucking years and you fucking 
well know there has been plenty of opportunity for the Mighty Hetfield to--" James' arms dropped to his 
sides. "Oh, no. | see what your doing.” 


"And what the fuck am | doing?" Lars glared at him. 


James leaned forward. "This is not about me. It's about you. Don't bother trying to push me. Its not gonna 


work." 


"| don't know what the fuck you're talking about." Lars leaned back against the sofa. 
"You've been avoiding me for two fucking weeks." 

"Oh, fuck you. | have not! 

James sat down next to him. "Yeah, you have. And what's more, | know why." 

"You think you're so smart. You don't know shit." 


"You're right about that," James murmured. "You did a fucking good job of keeping me away. If Kirk hadn't said 
anything, you'd still be sitting here in the dark. Alone." 


"Kirk" Lars spat. "What the fuck did he tell you? He doesn't know shit either." 


James shook his head. "You'd be surprised at what he knows. Our little Hamlet is pretty fucking observant. And 
he knows us pretty fucking well, too." 


Lars grunted, but didn't say anything. 
"So are you going to tell me what's bothering you or not?" 
"| thought you said you knew: 

James let out a sigh. "I was hoping you'd tell me” 


Lars lifted one shoulder then let it drop. "Why? Kirk seems to have filled you in already. What the fuck else is 
there to say?" 


"Damn it, Lars, can't you just be straight with me? | wanna help." James skimmed a thumb under Lars‘ eyes. "| 


hate seeing these fucking circles." 
Lars gripped his wrist, pulling his fingers from his face. "Then don't look" 


"But | wanna look" James grabbed a hold of Lars‘ hands and gave them a squeeze. "I *have* to look. Your-- 


your face is the only thing that | want to see." 
"James? What--what are you saying?" There was a tremble in Lars’ voice. 


"Uli, you've always been important to me." James brought the hands in his up to his lips and kissed the 
knuckles of each hand. "I don't think I've ever told you but--but when | was in rehab, | carried a picture of you 
with me." He looked down at their joined hands. "Late at night, when it got to be too much, | would take out 


your picture and stare at it, imagining when | would be able to stare into your green eyes for real." 


"James," Lars tugged at his hands, but James held firm. 
"You got me through rehab. You." He looked up, staring at Lars. "So why is it that when you're going through 
this pain, you didn't turn to me to help you through it. |-- thought we were close, Uli. Why, why didn't you 


come to me?" 


"Fuck, James, you don't understand--" Lars‘ voice broke. "| wanted to. God, these last two weeks have been 


fucking agony. Kirk helped, but | fucking needed you. Needed you so bad. Needed you to hold me... 


"Oh, Baby." James drew Lars into his arms, holding him tight. "Why didn't you call me? Why did you keep me 


away?" 

Lars sniffled as he clutched at James‘ shirt. "| didn't want to burden you.” 

James pulled back, never letting Lars go. He gazed down into a face streaked with tears. "No, Uli, never a 
burden. You could never be that. You're mine to hold. Mine to cherish. *l'm* the one you turn to when you 
feel as if the whole world has deserted you. You are never alone. Do you hear me? Never." 


"Ive been a stupid fuck, haven't |?" Lars blinked and reached up to brush away his tears. 


"No," James whispered. "Just a little misguided" He cupped Lars’ face in his hands. "I'm here for you and Ill 
always be." 


"J--just hearing you say that makes me feel better." He lowered his head. "It hurts. It hurts so fucking much 
that she left me..that she doesn’t love me anymore." 


"Her loss." James caressed Lars" cheek. 
"Yeah, | quess." Lars raised his eyes. "Is it too much to ask to want someone to love me?" 
g Y 


"Someone *does* love you." James kissed Lars on the lips. It was firm, but gentle.nothing frenzied or brutal 


just full of promise. "Very much." 
Lars let out a shaky breath. "Really?" 
"Yeah." James smiled at him. "Really." 


The End 


